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I have given command to ensure cur privacy.
Is it past noon ?

Enter DARNLEY and MARY BEATON.

Darnley.    You say she hath asked for me ?

Mary Beaton.    Ay, and complainingly, as though

her love
Were struck at by your absence.

Darnley.                                  Love ! her love !

It were a cunning stroke should print a wound
In that which hath no substance, and no spirit
To feel the hurt. Well, I will speak to her.

Quern. How like a chidden bondman of his lord
Looks my lord now !    Come you from penance, sir ?
Has the kirk put you to no private shame
Besides the public tongue of broad rebuke ?
We are blessed in your penitence ; it is
A gracious promise for you.

Darnley.                            Penitence ?

Queen.    You have a tender faith and quick remorse
That will bear buffets easily ; pray God
It pluck you absolution from their hands
Who are godly sparing of it.    We have heard
A priest of theirs cast for incontinence
Hardly with thrice purgation of his shame
Redeemed himself to kirkward.

Darnley.                                I hear nought.

Queen.    Nay, but you hear when these rebuke you

of sin
In the full face and popular ear of men \